AFTERNOON

this sun-rotted city. A great grey-striped fly settled on
Waterlow's knee. In spite of his lassitude he struck at*
it fiercely with his hat. These brutes stung infernally.
As iron filings spring back to a magnet the fly darted
back time after time to settle on different parts of his
clothes, and he got himself into a phrenzy of exasperation
by trying repeatedly cither to drive it out of the carriage
or to kill it. In the end he killed it ; but the exertion
had made him hotter than ever, and looking at his thigh he
saw a dark smear of sweat on the grey flannel trousers,
and felt his clammy shirt coiling round him. He wiped
his face with a green silk handkerchief. Then he took
a letter from his breast-pocket. The thin paper was
soggy with perspiration 5 the spidery writing of the
address was blurred,

Lieut. Commander Wtiterlow^ R.
Cjo ILB.M.'s Legation.

He pulled the letter from its envelope and read it again.
He had only glanced at it when one of the Secretaries

gave it to him in the Chancery.

THE NUTSHELL,
WEST LANE, GALTON,

HANTS.

My Darling Boy, I have not heard from you for
marly three weeks mwy mid I am beginning to feel a
little anxiotiL But I thank God that you are not at sea.
Tm afraid this will make you angry. But I cannot help
it. I know^ dear fellow^ that you are fretting to be in
a ship? and perhaps if I understood a little more clearly
just what you are doing I should he Me to sympathize
better with your disappointment. But God knows best
n